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golden palace, how come you here at dawn, without horse or carriage
or followers? It seems very strange to us. Please enlighten us in
your golden voice.

PARPAHEIN. Officer who administers faithfully and ably the
district of Pyiso-myaydaing, famous headman of this village! The
reason why I have come to this distant frontier is because I want to
win the throne, which was promised me by my royal father. He
broke his promise, and gave the throne to his beloved eldest son,
before he retired to the monastery. I will fight this injustice, and will
put me on my rightful throne. My schemes are all worked out, my
plots are all ready. But I need gallant and faithful followers. Will
you and your villagers help me to my throne? Think it over. If I
succeed, there will be ample reward.

HEADMAN. Let me submit this, my prince. Worry not, sorrow
not, for your throne. There is no need to get thin, to put a sorrowful
look on your face, through disappointment. We will win you back
your crown. Appoint us your officers, and we will soon march on the
capital. Please do not wear}7 your mind with anxiety for your throne.
Tour attack against your enemy-brother Zayathein must be success-
ful, for these followers of yours, my prince, will be sharp, will be
thick-skinned, will be rough and daring. We will soon form our-
selves into a victorious army. Death fighting for you is nothing to
us, my gallant lord.                                                                 [Exeunt.]

SCENE 8
THE FOREST

Enter ATHUMBAIN with some followers. They are journeying to
an adjoining kingdom to bring back its princess to be married
to the KING. ATHUMBAIN is the royal ambassador. They decide
to pitch their camp for the night. They sleep. In outline only.
A pause.

(Heard off). We are not afraid, for we are men of valour. With
gongs beating, drums sounding, flags flying, we soldiers of Parpahein
march swiftly in the dark. The night is cool, the sky has turned
deep-brown with darkness, the mist in fear runs away from us, the
buds on the trees wave to us in greeting. The time has come, the
drum has struck. We, the trusted soldiers of Parpahein, will inarch
on to victory. We are glad to conquer, we are as swift as a flying
bird, we are the kinsmen of the Thuya soldier-gods. O fairies of
the forest, protect us on our march and in battle. Our swords are